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Summary: A series of one-shots about moments that cause Scully to 
miss her sister. Let me know what you think! I am writing this in 
honor of how much I miss my sisters. (Not separated by death just by 
distance . ) 


1. My Sister 

Disclaimer: I do not own the X Files 

Note: I am thinking of doing a short series of drabbles about 
different times Dana misses her sister so tell me if this is any 
good. I have two sisters that I live away from and I miss so I guess 
this is kind of a tribute. Hope you enjoy. 

My Sister 

It was a beautiful day. The sun was shining and the grass was so 
green and the skies so blue it made everything look even more 
colorful. Melissa lay in the grass looking up at the sky that was 
filled with beautiful white fluffy clouds. I was running from Charlie 
and his squirt gun running to the kiddy pool to fill my own back up. 
Bill surprised everyone by grabbing the hose and spraying water all 
over the place. It all sprinkled through the air making rainbows in 
the sky. I laughed and danced in it with Charlie, our gunfight 
forgotten. Melissa on the other hand shot up and ran at Bill full 
speed . 

"I'm not in my bathing suit Bill!" She screamed and pushed him. 

Bill was ten and only two years older than her but he was much bigger 
and her push didn't move him an inch. He just laughed and proceeded 
to point the hose right in her face. 

I heard my sister scream and ran over to assist. She was covered in 
water and trying not to laugh. At six years old I was ready for a 



knock down drag out fight and ran at Bill with my head like a 
battering ram. I hit him right in the stomach and it seemed to knock 
the wind out of him. Melissa and Charlie laughed out loud as I ran 
for my life before Bill could regain his breath. 

"Dana! I'm gonna get you!" He shouted still somewhat short of breath 
grabbing a water gun. He started to chase me around the house. Missy 
and Charlie decided to arm themselves as well and ran after Bill 
shouting meaningless threats. We all chased each other in circles 
until we finally ran out of energy and fell back into the grass 
causing many a dandelion fluff to rise into the air. 

Melissa took my hand as we all finished our laughing. 

She pointed to the sky, 

"Look Dana," She said, "It looks like a butterfly." 

I looked up but found that the sky had turned black. I looked to my 
left and found my brothers to be gone and the ground turned to dirt. 

I looked to my right and there was a grown Melissa lying dead, hand 
still holding mine. 

I woke up screaming covered in sweat. I looked around realizing I was 
in my apartment alone and began to cry. I don't know how long I cried 
but it was long enough to make my eyes, cheeks, and nose sore and 
red. When I calmed down a bit I turned to look at the clock that read 
5:43am. 

'What's the point of trying to go back to sleep.' I thought but my 
tiredness argued that if I did not get more sleep I would have a bad 
day . 

My head was pounding so I got up to take some Tylenol. I looked at my 
reflection in the mirror and hated the person who stared back. 

All that I could think about way my sister's body lying on the floor 
of my apartment left alone to die. I felt like crying again but it 
seemed all my tears had dried up. 

Missy was my best friend. All of my childhood memories included her 
but because of me she was taken from the world. Taken from me. When I 
heard of her condition I began to pray to God that we could trade 
places. I belonged on that bed, not her. That bullet was meant for 
me. I knew what I had gotten into and I knew that by continuing my 

work I was making enemies but Missy had not asked for any of this. 

What did she die for? This elusive 'truth' that Mulder and I had 
still not found? 

I made my way back to my bed and lay down. I took the picture next to 
my bed and looked at it. It was Melissa and I around the age from my 

dream. We were at a playground near our house Missy sitting on top of 

the monkey bars that I was dangling upside down from. For some reason 
I remembered the day it was taken so clearly. We had gone to the park 
for a family picnic. Mom made sandwiches for us and brought cold soda 
and brownies. Our childhood dog. Star, was hooked up to a tree far 
enough away that she couldn't get into the food. As soon as we 
finished eating my dad had taken the boys to the field to play 
baseball. I ran right away to the jungle gym yelling for Missy to 
come too. We played pirates and astronaut and mermaids for hours. Mom 



had somehow managed to get us to sit still for a moment to take a 
picture . 

I felt the ache in my chest rise and held the frame close to my 
chest . 

"Missy I am so sorry that you had to die in this quest. I am sorry 
you died in my place. I wish more than anything that I could have you 
here with me right now." I began to talk to her like I did sometimes 
when things got too hard. "I know you probably already know but I was 
diagnosed with brain cancer a week ago. Only Mulder knows right now. 
If you were here I would have taken you with me to the doctor when I 
found out. You would have held my hand and suggested all kinds of new 
age treatments that could cure me." I laughed through my new tears. 
"You would have dragged me to some hippy store and bought crystals, 
incense, different kinds of oils and all that crap. You would brew 
special tea and pray-Indian chants over me. God, I miss you." I 
sniffled and reached for a tissue discarding my wet old one into the 
growing pile next to me. "Don't worry about me. Who knows I might be 
with you soon. That is one plus right? Mulder is taking care of me. 
I'll tell mom and the guys soon but I just don't want to upset them 
so much yet. You would be telling me that I am only holding it back 
from them because I don't want them to tell me to stop working. They 
would tell me to sit back and get treatment and would look at me with 
sad eyes. You know me so well. You would tell me that is the real 
reason. I hope you are happy though. Wherever you are I hope you are 
there with dad, grandma and grandpa, and Star. I miss you." 

I blew my nose one last time and deposited the tissue into the pile 
that I would take care of in the morning. I fell asleep holding the 
picture of us to my chest thinking of warm summer days filled with 
laughter and playing and my sister. 


2 . My First Call 
My First Call 

When I got back to my apartment wearing the same outfit I was last 
night it all hit me. Mulder's kisses and all of their feeling 
spilling out as they let out 7 years of pent up passion. I leaned 
back against the door and slowly sunk to the floor with a hand over 
my face. Suddenly a wave of giggles took over me and I started to 
laugh unable to keep the smile from my face. It was all very unlike 
me but I felt my heart bubbling over. 

I got up quickly 'I have to call Melissa! ' 

Half way to the phone I remembered that she had been gone for years. 
These days I had learned to get through most of my days without 
thinking of her but every once in a while something like this would 
happen and I would just forget. 

I then realized I had no one to talk to about it. I remembered the 
long nights as teenagers when the two of us would stay up late 
talking about boys and giggling. I remember telling her all of my 
firsts. She was always the person I told these things to. Who did I 
have now? 


Who do I have to call and talk about how wonderful it is to be with 



the one you love? All of the excitement and girlishness that I had 
felt moments before were replaced by a feeling of emptiness. 


I had not had girl friends for a while now. The deeper I delved into 
the X Files the more I felt unable to relate to people. Melissa, 
however, had always listened and loved all of the crazy stories. Much 
like Mulder she jumped to the most extreme conclusions and believed 
100% in all of the unbelievable things I would recount. 

I had made it this far without her but things were changing. They had 
been changing for a while both Mulder and I had known that this step 
in our relationship was coming. I had been feeling things I had not 
felt since I was a teenager. These are the kind of things that women 
are supposed to be able to talk about with a girl friend or 
sister . 

If Melissa had been alive she would insist that tonight be set aside 
so she could bring over wine, ice cream, and some romantic movie and 
sleep over. She would want to hear it all in full detail. She had 
always had no shame in talking about such subjects and would ask me 
questions that would make me blush but she would always somehow get 
it out of me. 

I found myself smiling again as I lifted myself up to get ready for 
the day. After my shower I walked to my dresser and picked up a 
framed picture of Melissa and I that was taken only about a year 
before her death. They were smiling and both wearing silly Christmas 
hats holding glasses of eggnog. 

I sighed and smiled. 

"Hey Missy. I know you are listening. You always are. I just wanted 
you to know thataC i I am going to be alright. I am in love. I have 
been for a while really. I don't have you here to ask me stupid 
questions about size and positions. I don't have you here to listen 
to the things he said that I needed to hear so bad I cried. I don't 
have you here to give advice about big and little things and to laugh 
with me over how amazing it all is. These are the times I miss you 
the most Missy. I will be alright but a piece of me will always be 
missing because you are not here." 

>1 put the picture softly to my lips and began to move on with my 
morning, the feeling of butterflies and happiness filling me once 
again . <p> 


3 . My Big News 

Disclaimer: X Files=not mine 
My Big News 

"Congratulations Ms. Scully you are pregnant!" The doctor said 
smiling at me. 

"That is impossible. I am infertile." I said keeping my emotions in 
check . 

"Well you can look at these results if you like but I have no doubts 
that you are expecting. I know your history and that it should be 
impossible and I have no explanation but the tests don't lie." He 



shrugged and excused himself after handing over my chart and the test 
results . 

I sat there reading them as I read I knew it was true. All evidence 
pointed to it and something in me just knew. 

I tried to still my heart and keep my hopes low reminding myself that 
this is impossible. But I have already seen so many impossible 
things. Mulder's words ran through my mind, 'Never give up on a 
miracle . ' 

Had the two of us accidentally created a miracle or was this child 
some sort of experiment created with evil intent? An image of Emily 
ran through my mind and I shook my head as if to rid myself of that 
memory. Before I had more time to process Byers opened the door 
softly, "Agent Scully? Can I have a moment?" he asked politely. 

I smiled at him trying to hide my fear and excitement and nodded. 

He looked worried and I could tell he was struggling with a way to 
tell me whatever news he had, "WellaCi . Umma€ | I received a call from 
A . D . Skinner a few minutes ago." He paused and I instantly felt ill 
and light headed again, "They, uh, had some trouble in Oregon. The 
two of them were out in the woods and Mulder went off by himself. 
Skinner said he became worried after a time and yelled for him but 
just saw a bright flash of light. He said he sawa€ i " He paused again 
lost for words. 

"What? He saw what?" I said harsher than I meant to. 

"He saw some kind of space craft. A large one coming out of the 
clearing where he saw Mulder go. When he went to find Mulder he found 
nothing. He is convinced that Mulder was taken on that ship. 
Abducted." He said the last word softly. 

I shook my head, "No. No he is just missing. They need to be out 
there looking for him!" I began to get out of the bed but as soon as 
I tried to stand I started to fall. Byers ran by my side to help 
me . 

He looked me right in the eyes, "Dana he is missing. They are looking 
still but he was abducted. You need to stay in bed. Before he left 
Mulder made us promise to keep an eye on you. With the state you are 
in you will be no help to them." 

"He is out there! They didn't take him we need to find him!" I yelled 
trying to loosen his grip on my arms. At my yelling his cohorts ran 
in but just stared in surprise as I crumpled into tears. "Noa€ | . No. 
This isn't real." 

It took me a long time to calm down. The Lone Gunmen sat by me and 
spoke comforting words and cracked jokes. I was not cheered up but I 
was finally able to catch my breath. When I was stable again I asked 
if I could have some time alone. The guys left respectfully but I 
knew they would be waiting outside the door in case I decided to 
bolt. I was not going to. I couldn't leave. I was tied to this bed 
and I would be tied down for the next nine months. If all this was 
real that meant that I would need to put this baby and myself 
first . 



I missed Mulder. I needed him here. In my heart I knew this was his 
child and the thought of raising our child without him was a thought 
that made me want to just curl up in bed and never leave. What if he 
was gone? What if we never found him? 

My thoughts turned to my sister as they often did in these types of 
situations. Not that a situation like this had any context. If she 
were here she would cry with me and hold me. She would not expect me 
to talk about it and she would not try to find solutions, she would 
just sit with me as long as I needed her. 

My tears had just started to dry but I already felt more coming. She 
would have distracted me in the months to come by looking through 
baby names and picking out tiny outfits. She would probably have 
started sleeping on my couch insisting that I not be alone. She would 
take me to a shaman and spiritual healers. She would probably have 
taken me to some sort of psychic in an attempt to try to contact 
Mulder . 

I had never needed my sister so much. I knew that even though Mulder 
was not here I was not alone. I have my mother and my brothers, I had 
Skinner and the Lone Gunmen but I didn't have my sister. 

I was always more of a tomboy as a girl but I still played house with 
my sister from time to time. I still had baby dolls and would imagine 
what it would be like to be a mother. The two of us would think up 
elaborate stories and go on adventures with our baby dolls tied 
around our chests imagining we were mothers out of a fairy tale. I 
knew that I would have to take this adventure without her. I put my 
fingers to my necklace and prayed a silent pray to God and Missy for 
strength knowing I would need it for the months ahead. 


End 
f ile . 



